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ders and shadowed her face. Her first husband had been killed in
Korea, leaving her with a baby girl. Her second husband, Nick Wil-
lard, was twelve years her senior. Although Nick was a physician,
he was unable to help his young wife control her emotions and he
urged her to seek our advice.
Almost from the beginning of the Willard marriage in Detroit
four years earlier, Ina told us, she and her husband had quarrels for
which she felt her nature was to blame:
According to Nick, I'm too materialistic, and he may be right But
I can't help the way I am. When I can't have the things other wives
have, I go crazy.
All through our courtship and in our first few months together,
Nick seemed to be generous. But when the honeymoon ended I
learned that he dislikes to buy anything. Whatever we need he au-
tomatically decides we can't afford, and an argument starts that
may last weeks.
During those weeks, I forget Nick's good qualities. He has many.
Actually, I should be grateful to him for marrying me. When we
met I was an unemployed widow with a one-year-old daughter.
Nick is as patient with my little girl as with our baby boy. I get im-
patient with both youngsters, particularly with Marie.
I'm not a very good mother or wife. I'm not efficient or well or-
ganized. I enjoy cooking, especially turning out fancy hors d oeuvres
and such, but it takes me forever to put together a meal- Somehow,
I don't get started in time* I'm restless and moody, and I gloom
around a lot. When I'm alone with the children after dark, I become
frightened—terribly frightened. The other night Nick was out on a
late call, and suddenly I woke. I thought I heard the sounds of a
burglar walking in the kitchen.
For a while I lay listening, and then I forced myself to jump up
and rush to the kitchen. I lashed on the light There was nobody
there. He noises kept on. It was the ticking of the kitchen clock. By

